He went. For a time I remained seated in my chair,
thinking. It was not of Major Clandon-Hartley that 1
thought, but of Herr Schimler's Indian. 'He would see
not the hated oppressor but a man.9 I felt a bond of
sympathy with that Indian. But that was not all* for cthe
next moment he would himself be shot down by the
guards.' There was the whole thing in a nutshell. Fear
and be slain. Or were you slain anyway, whether you were
afraid or not? Yes, you were. Good did not triumph. Evil
did not triumph. The two resolved, destroyed each
other, and created new evils, new goods that slew each
other in their turn. The essential contradiction. 'Contra-
diction is the root of all movement and vitality.' Ah, that
was Schimler's sentence. I frowned in the darkness. If I
paid a little more attention to Herr Schimler's actions
and less to what he said I should perhaps get somewhere.

I walked up to the house. The writing-room was
empty. So much for Schimler's 'urgent letters'! As 1
walked through the lounge I passed Madame Koche
carrying a pile of linen. I said: 'Good evening!'

'Good evening. Monsieur. You have seen my hus-
band? No? He will be down playing ping-tennis without
a doubt. There are the clever ones who pass their days
agreeably and the fools who slave behind the scenes. But
someone must do the work. At the Reserve it is left to
the women.' She swept on up the stairs calling shriEy for
'Marie.'

I passed through the deserted lounge to the upper
terrace.

Monsieur Duclos was sitting with a Pernod and a cigar
at a table by the balustrade. He saw me, stood up, and
bowed.

'Ah, Monsieur! I must apologise for leaving you all
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